A HARVEST SONG.

Come, Mary, blow the horn! For the men
nre all n-field, .
Tt wns an hour and moré ago Isaw Lhem
in the corn,
Josy hus the table sprend and the harvoest
applos pealod,
Come, Mary, come and lilow the hom !

Come, Mnry, blaw the hyrn'!
5 a0 the skies;
With sweeter, lustier voice than yours was
never woman boing
But sanre en!l will not reach (o ths fie'd Lo
vonrd the rise,
8¢ come, Mury, cotine nad Dlow the hora!

Come. Mary, blow the hora! For 1) e hne-

vieat is Bagan;
Hnlf the rye is in the slioaf, the feld is
Iying shorn;
The wren must take a breath and be ot into
the san,
5o eome, Mary, come aid blov the hom !

Comp, Mary, blow the horn! For the hent
I8 very sore;
I know it by the blinking son, the tw.stine

of the ¢orn,

Far the moon

the matter to me, it were alldona  hip- IIimn. I

shape and proper.

sCapten,” he savs, 1 love her:
I'm ssgetting on very well, and hayve
| you mny ohe tion to our lwing en-
| gnged 3

I “What ure ver !” 1 snya,

G0 somelling I e city,  he
UISWOrs,
i ry goud,”" 1 says, “I must have

nocourt-idartalon this Here mntter,”
L =ays ; “ring that bell, '

He rings the be L nod in eomes our
ugly little servant wmivt,

Shwant M ss katie,” T osave, = anid
gome ram aned hot water.'

When Kat ¢ com>  in, looking so
Sweet o VEed ad ashf ol 1 thonght
of Les mpthor  the poor dead Liss |

loved so deep an | tender—nnd 1 felt
[ ehioking eome up fraom my poor old
 heart into my theea. bt I only says
[t e s they stood before me, @1
shan’t have no eagngement just yet,' |
[aova: 1 can't spare my litle g1l
til I've seen mopie of the man who
wants to take lor from me; bat yon '
cian come here, mate, oceasional,” |1

but it was no nse,

“ May 1 se Katie hefore 1 go?" he
S8 8.

T o

Thea he tirned to the door, lung
it openg and walked away with never
i word,

ITe come round o few didys alter hut

the rageged squnll in my stupid okl
hear: havin't died down, anl 1 rofoeel
o aller what L'a =abl to him, If a

Hve lopd drom the adiviea’ity haul
nfter Katie 1 den™t believs |
shonld have thoaght hive gomd enongh

at all events, if he conldn’t smoke
eavendish and wonldn't join in n
frien Iy glv 3. 1 never knew properly
how it Lappene 13 bt T did fiml ont
altesward that he et Katie and asked
her to marry him right off.  She
wouldn t leave me like that stupid and
eriel as 1o owas g and then young 'All
threatened to go away and enlist for a
solilivr,  Shetlung to him. and begeed
him to stind by till the storm went
tdown s bt he wis wand with love, |
suppose. fi = he swore she didn’t eare

The pail will ho dry and the men will thirst | gqvs to young "All, “only Lshan't have | o8 him ; and, in his love and anger, he |

for more,
Come, Mury, ¢ame nnd blow the born !

Go, Mary, blow the horn! The wind i+ in |

the coulh:
Go out apun the hill where the echo will
b boarne,
Then blow of vnging blast from o full red
month!
Gio, Mary, go and blow the horn !

Gio, Mary, blow the horn!
still n-fiold;
There's Peter in the yellow rye an 1 Dennis
in the corn;
Josie hns the table spread and the harvest
apqiles neeled,
Ab, go, Mary. go ond blow the hora.
L byrer Ftvml Goodale.

SONE MORE

For the men are

I knowed puffectly well all aloag
that he were after something of the
sort. It Degan by him a-secing of her
hoine one night from a concert. What
there is in thes»here new-fangled con-
certs I ean't see: none of vour squull-
ing, sereechy haltoes and tenners and
fulsetterers for mes  Give me a good
roaring old chorus, where it don't sig-
nifty what toonme you likes to work in
~—the muore the merrier. DBut, as 1
said, it begun along of one of these
coneerts,
and o pretty, wellditted, trim-built
little eraft as 1 ever see, tho' T says it
—liad been to sing one of her songs—
the “Old Gray Robin,”" I think they
call it—no, “Old Robin Gray,” that's
it—and just on account of It a-comitg
on to rain a bit, he must conwoy her
into harbor, I ’eered the knoek, and [
went to the door myself,

*Oh, thank you, papa, dear,” says
Katie, giving me a ks and a hng.
“I'his is Mr. Charlie Ilall, who has
secn 50 kind as to see me home,”

“Good-evening, Captadn Quarters,”
hesays, i-"niling me.

* Giood-evening, Mr. "AlL™ I says,
a-‘uilin’ him back, 1 daresay 1wy
danghter,” 1 says, *could haye fetehed
port all right without none of vour
conwoy,” 1 says; “but as you uare
here," 1 says, very polite, * cast anchor
for a spell” I says.

“Do you mean come in?" he asks,
Liughing, and in he comes very quick.

I'd been having a glass of grog, or
muybe live or six, while I was waiting
fur Katie to come in, aml 1 see Katie
up with the tray and put everything
in the cuphboard as svon as we got in
the room,

That was always the one weak
point in that girl's character.  Soon as
ever I give up the sea and settled
ashore to watel over her, which was
when her other went on the last
ecuise of all, poor lass ! that gal began
a-limitin’ my grog. She wasn’t nasty
about it, but when she thought I'd had
enough, oft went the tray, and if I
said I wanted some more, she used to
come und Kiss me, and say: “I don't
think you do, papa, dear—do you?"
and somehow L never did want no
more then,

Well, just as we all three gut settleld
round the fire that evenin®-Katie by the
tuble, and me und young "All, one lo
port and t'other to starb’d of the coals

I fills up my pipe and hands over an-
other long clay to him, along of some
nice Llack tobacey. e fills his pipe,
but as to smokin® it—well, he puffed
and gasped und ecoughed, and grew
black and green and blue in the fuce;

and at last he said he remembered he | 304 hit meon the starb™l side of the | my life.

had promised his widdered mother
never to smoke cavendish,

“ He's a milksop,” I says to myself,

Not that he were a bad-lookin' sort
of a lubber, IHe stood somewhere
about six feet, and had a fine navy-blue
sort of a heye, and a figure-head as
was neat and smart,

Soon 1 wanted another glass of grog
~—wanted it bad, Of course, if young
"All had o gluss, I should be forced to
drink une with him, so, when Katie
wusn't looking, I says, in a "usky voice,
“Awast!” T says.

“What's the matter, captain " he |

says, bending forrard,

I jerks my thumb to Katie, and
winks very deep and artful, thinkin'
he'd understand what I was driving
at. Then I says :

“Katie, my dear, I think Mr. "All
would like a drop of grog.”

But I fancy that artful girl must

Katie—that's my daughter; |

| no engagement just yet” |

But I'm a‘raid they didn’t guite
catel holl of my meaning about no |
engagement, for they was sicehon tane
at the front dosr that night thar |1
| steppediinto the passage to ook alter
that swelling of the wood, and T "word |
[ what young ' Allsall,  He says to her,
sys e, = Omne more I he sayvs,

Avd after that he com: in oveh-
(#lonal every n'ght, and the swelling of

the woud in the tront door got wor e
y il worser.

One moning at  bHreakfast, as 1
[ helped mysAl to atother bit of steak,

I madde the remark that the p stmin
wias very Iate in paosing. < 1e's got
eanght in & squall, T expeet,” savs |1,
[*or g & throw don his hewm en iz by
the jee”

| “Why, don’t you Know, papa,” snys
Katie, © this s Valentine's day, nnd of
course the poor postman has snch o
lot of Jetters to deliver he's sure to be
alitte It 1 expect a lotter mysdf |
this morning,” she suyvs,
“Who from " 1 nsks |
“llnve another ega, papilesr,” she |
ASWers,

Sure enong’y there cume a valentine |
for Katie from the young man she |
were not engiaged to. It was a hijeous
thing—a lot of Howers and verses, anil |
a lubbar with a torch, as Katie said |
were a hymen, standing by ready to |
set fire toth « whole lot ; and at the top |
was a4 Cupid, in the most undelicatost
clothes 1 ever see.  Tle wore nothing
but a how and harrer.

*Isn't it lovely " suys Katie, “Oh |
| pay isn't 0t lovely ¥ }
[ *No,” I savs, <1 don’t se0 no sense |

in sending n thing like that ; and that |
| Cupid,” 1savs, “ought to be ashamed
| of hisself. Now there'd alen siue
sense,” T says, “if he'd sent you say |
the pivture of a ship, with you _and
Liim g=shepping on Loard, saloon puss-
| engers, pas<re pald ; and a picture of |
{me at the top as o gardening hangel,
| -=uperintinding everything,  But nne |
dersland me,”” 1T says, “in proper |
| elothes, not to cateh my death of cold
| like that undelicate Cupid !

I remember that dav wel', becouse
that was the time T had @ row  with
Charlie "All, and forbid him the hoase,

We was sitting together in the par- i
lor that night, Katie away getting sup- |
per résdy. AL of a sudlen he says

“ Captain, what made you so awflully
| bald »"

l Now, I never liked his laughing,
ridiculing wiays, and I answers very |

| short : |

“Dooty."”

“ How do you mean " he says.

“We was in the China seas, one

{time when I was a cabin boy on board |

the Morton Bay."™

“Yes," he says; * goon” I

“We was attwked by pirates,” T |
says, “and the eaptain orilerad e to |
stund forrard and never to leave o cer- |
tain spot on deck tIl hogive me leave, |
They carried cannon, them pirates did,
and they opened fice at me”

“You didn't move?" he says.

“Not ainch,” Tan wers, looking at |
him stewdy: “but o cannon ball hit pe |
on the port side of the head.”

“* You never stirred #" |

“Not ainel,” I siays again: *only
the cannon hall carcied off all the hair |
|thatside. 1think the pirates got the
range after that shot,” | suys, |

“ Why #" asks voung "AllL

* Because thire come a second hall

head, and carried off all the hair that
side,” '

We di In't talk no more for & spells |
and then he says, very serious:

“ And how did you lose the top?”
{1 was arald there'd come a third
ball,” I says, “and the top come off in
the fright.”

“You've sven u deal of life, cap-
tasn ?" he savs, after a bit,

“Yes,” I answers,

“Most of vou old truvelers have,”
| he observes.

“Aye, aye,” I answers,

“Some of you," he says, “have not
| only experienced i great deal, but you
also remember @ great deal’

“Cert'nly,” 1 replies.

“Don't you think that, sometimes,
some old travelers remember a Httles
more Miun they experienced *” hesays,
| I got up to leave the room soon after
that ; and just as I got in the passage,

kept his worildl, and he léft her and en- |
HETER B

Almost before we Enowed what he'd |
done bis regiment was ordered off —
orideceil to the Crimea: and away he |
went.,

It wis bl
home: after that, T woulin't own to |
beting  wrong:  but, in iy hearsy 1
Konoweld Lwas: and T used to sitlonely, |
nigh! alter night, steokin® and thinkin®

thinkin® abont young *All, with Lis
neat, shapely fgurehead, anid bright
eye , aml fair hair, and straight bo ly

thinkin® «f him away ‘n the dreadful
trenches, with the bitter snow fallin'
on the livin', and the dvin', and the
dewl, Kotie said never a word—never |

"
He tried to valm me down,

| Whien,

——m—

ately—T hears the elick of the lock,
rm!"thrn cne long, loud serenm, ** Char-
!

I burst into the possage, nnd thers,
fuinting. wis Katie, clasped tight and
close in the arms of young 'All

U've always DLelievel as that sight
«ml e for & Few minutes plegn out of
iy aningd,
like a raving lonine, mistook the eat
for a lump o' eonl and jpmmend hier on

I tore hack into the parlor |

THE FARM AND HOUSEHOLD.

Summer Manngement of Plgs.
Every farmer shonuld make the best
of his resonrces, Grnss s u cheap
foorl  for plgs anidl & most liealthy and
profitable diet.  Much of the proflt on
pigs must come from a proper use of
gress as 4 sumer frol,  2ome have

L expressed very goave doiabts whethor

top of the lire, and couldn’t make out |

what she was yvowling about, till our

1 is any doubt about it.

ngly Httle servant girl come Nying into |

the oo like o Yuankee schooner be-
fore the wind., T took hold of her and
give hor a roaring kiss, not knowing
what I wus doing. But she did not
e Lo know, for shie siys, * Oh, Cap-
ting & and fulls o fainting into my
artis, 1 thirowed her under the table
and shonted ** Fire "

I needn’t tell you what the end was,
look'ng so grand in his ser-
geant-mijor's  uniform, with the
medals 00 his great big chest, Charlie
tonk my little Katie to church, her
looking so fair and beautiful in her
white bride's dress, with the orange
hlogoms round her head, my heart wias
near to burstin® with joy and pride and
thankfulness,

When it come to my part in the ser-
vice to give a answer out loud, my

| feelings overcome e, though theyv'd
weather in our little |

been laying it into me for weeks past
as I mwust be wiry eareful to say
nothing except the few words in the
parson's log-book, and Katie had locked
up all the gioz since the night afore,
The parson asked very solemn who
give her away ?

“Ido, mate,” T says. “und I'll be
seittled,” T says, “if 1 counld give her
to a better man !

When Charlie left. the army and
Kitie and him settled down here, I

| look on her faee that her thoughts
| wasn't in our bright, cozy, warm, little

a word: bat, oh ! the awful look of | come to end ny days along of ‘em,
pitin in her Lonnie witnsome face grow- | and along of the dear little chil'lren,
g 5o thin and so pa'e.  And one | the Hittle Katies and the little sergeant-
evenin' I broke down. T was looking [ majors who keep on a-comin® to town.
at Kutie, sitting Ly the table, just | God bless ‘em! Bless the little voices
Where shie st that first night young | that is such sweet music to my old
Al come in, L was looking at her, | ears! the little hands that stroke my
and thinkin® of her mother—my dear | face, and the little soft lips that kiss
Liss whoe saileld safe into harbor 3o | my rough old chiecks, I say again, God
many years ago—and 1 knowed by the | bless my ehildren's little children!

. * * x L #
A “We'l, nurse¥”
sitting-room, hut way across the seas, “ Which I begs your parling, capt-
where the soldiers was, out in the cold | ing, but which, if you'll please open
snow thut awrul winter; and I orled, | this little bundle, vou'll see what have
O my poor gicl what have T | :
done "

And my darlng come to me, and

capting, it’s One More!"

I we got

| tack

| no, you did not mean it, my father.

have give him a look, for 1'm blowed | when he thought 1’d closed the door, 1
if he didn't say : | 'eerd him say : * The baldheaded old
“No, captain, thanks; I'm a—sort | impostor I lnughing to himself as he
of teetotaler.” suld it. )
“He's a lubberly, chicken-heartod | Now, to be called “a impostor™
wilksop,” I says, und 1 set my faceagin | would have been bad enough ; to be
him from that very first evenin’, called “a old impostor” was worse ;
The exeuses that ypung man macde and to be callsl by such a epithet as
for a-coming to my house after that | a baldheaded old impostor ™ was un-
was romething awftul, and by-and-bye | bearable, .
I noticed Katie and him was a4 oont-! 1 turned round into the room again,
bageous long time in savin’ ©good- and there was aawful row. Oneword
hye™ ut the front deor. I says 50 to led to another : and at last 1 told him
rer one night, and she sayvs: | pever to come aboard lu_v‘lmu.-w no
“Iam afraid there is a swelling of | more.  And I says: ~ Don t':jm'ul no
the wood in that front door, papi—it | more of your valentines here.” I says,

dossn’t shut at all eoasy,”
I must say thut when young™ AR put

| #withindelicate Cuplds to my danghter,
as huve been brought up strie’ rellg

threw her arms round iy neck, and
Initl her poor little face against the
tears on my cheek,  And T sald, “*Oh!
my darlia’y 've wade muny & mistake
as I've sailed thro' life; and now I
know that when 1 sent away your
bonnie Lul I wade * Gne More,” ™

The weeks passed slowly awny, and
no news from Charlie or of
him, till one night Katie ciune into the
root Wit an apen letter in her hand;
and all the light had gone trom her
wing e eves and her pretty faee as
she =anh with o low ory ot my fect
and hid hier hewd wpon my knees, 1
took the paper from her poor, little,
luttering, trembling hund, Tt wias |
letter from the captain of Charlie's
company, dated = Hefore Sebastopol,”

This wias w purt ol it: =\ l'e ceat-
tuck wis made by the Ruossions st
night vpon our trenches. The night
wis bitterly cobil and very dark, and
snow wis falling thickly when the at-
wis commenved,  The enemny
erept on us theough the durkness and
the snow so sil ntly that we lud very
short potice,  Th tighting wis very
desperate, and we  were almost driven
ont,  Eventually the enemy slowly re-
tired, amd in pursning them beyond |
our intrenchments, [ got detached
from the gallunt fellows who were fol-
lowing me. Suddenly the Russinns |
mile a stendy stand, and renewed the |
attack,  One of the enemy disnrmed |
me, my sword was Iving broken at my
feet, e had seized me by the throat, |
was powerless in his grasp, and his
sworld was raised high for my Jdeath-
stroke, when suddenly a sollier of my |
company, his arms hanging powerless
by his side, for he was alrewdy sorely |
wounded,  staggered  up  w oy, |
and  deliberately  threw  himselfl
hetween my bared head and the Russian
bladde, and the stroke intended for me
fell ujon his own noble and gullant
head.  We fell together. 1 staggered
to my feet, and help arriving, the
Russianfled. * * * Thedawn was |
Just bresking when | kneit heside the |
man whose heroie devotion had saved
He was lyving in the snow,
holy with his own briove Llood, o ray
of the rising sun shining round his
liead like a halo of glory, [Ile spoke
only once as | raised hiniinto the Htter
which bore him to the hospital; and |
the few words that my gallant com-
rivle, Charles Tlall, attered, hade e
write to you. # * » 1 |

An awlul mist was in my eves, and |
I eould rewd no more, Then Katie put
her hand into hier bosom and drew ont
u paper, and she pointed, still without
aword, but with still tha! awful look
upon her face, to a list of soldiers'
deaths ; and the first nawe [ see was
(harles Hall.

“Oh, my darling, wmy poor darling, ‘
what have | done?” |
She only clung to me tighter, and
bowed her poor Hittle head lower, as she
sobbed out, * You didn't mean it—oh,
|
have often and often thought of how !
many broken hearts there must have |
been in the world, and it'sonly, father,
that now there is One More " |

Days and weeks passed Ly—I can't |
bear to think of that tline, much lo:s |
to speak about It—and one night (1
rememb r it au!n‘: as though "twas five |
minutes ago) Peerd o step, Katle
*eerd it too, and for & momnent a bright |
color leaped into her fuce, and a light
in her eye, but only for & moment, tu'
leave hier paler than before. 'raps

]

you'll guess what's coming, the oid
tule of 0 mistake, and miscarried let-
ters, for our brave boy had recovered !
from that awful blow. |
Katie goes to the door—that swell |
ing in the woul hada’t been noti Nl.

A Joke on the Hungry Man,

John Todd, son of the war governor
of Ohio, is considerable of a wag.
About once a week he has a “stag”
curd party at his house in Cleveland,
and the same circle of friends meet to-
gether and practical jokes are in order.
Among these is ayoung merchant who
has made a respectable fortune and is
wisely about to retire at the age of
forty so as to give his time to rioading,
philosophy and friends, On the card-
party night it was the method of this
triend to prepare himself for the
ubumdant supper that was always
served. e took no dinner on that day

and but a little luach, and therdfore |

his good appetite was remarked and
ineited these wags to a scheme, As
Cannon came to the party on a partie-
wlar evening the host remarked that
Lis cook laul gone away and the stew-
ard hivl et with an accident, and that
there unfortunately was nothing to
eat but bread and cheese,  Brother
Cannon, who had a large hollow place
in his breal-basket, thereupon philo-

sophically fell to the bread and cheese, |

not observing that the plate was pushed
to him freqpently, and as the cards
perfurined their part game after game,
he stowed away about 4 poumd of
vheese and the same weight of erack-
urs, staving his appetite, though some-
what differently from his precongep-
tions. Suddenly, when it was o
served that e would have no more
cheese or erackers, the door of the
dining-soom flew open and there was
disclosed quail on toast, sweetbreads
with peas, pate de foie gras, and the
most delicions things in the market.
The others who Lad played off on the
erackers and cheese, raised o lond roar
of lyughter as they walked in and over-
whelmed the guest, already full, with
supplications to eat —New York T'ri-
brene,

The World's Prettiest Woman.

A letter from England says: Kes-
wick, in  Cumberland, ean boust
of one charming possession in the shape
of the pretticst woman in Eogland.
she is u barmaid at the Nelson wine
viaults in tha® town., Iler name is

Edith Twentyman, and she is report- |

@l to be as gou and modest as she is
begutiful, She has the gorgeous milk-
and-roses comyplexion thit i3 so rirely
seen outside of England, united to
splendid eyes, full, durk and lnsirous
a5 those of a gazelle, pearly teeth, regu-
lir features, with rich dark halr, grow-
ing low on the brow, aml a tigure
whose fine outlines were not to becon.
cenlid by the eut of her conntry-made
gown. She is simply dazzling, and
how such i pearl of beauty has been
left hidden in this quiet little tywn is
. marvel, Sheis well edueated, paints
in water-tolors, and i85 perfectly free
from all vanity amd self-conseionsness,
Hud she been born a French woman,
she would ere this have dazzled the
publi¢ in some mute role in one of the
great spectacilar pleces of the day,
As it is, she will probably follow the
example of her elder sister, who was
as beautiful as she, and who married a
good, honest fellow in her own stetion
of life, and is now a comfortable ma~
tron, with a house full of children,

What the Clerk Told Him,

“1 belleve you're a fool, John," tes-
tily exclalmed Mrs, Miggs, as her hus-
band unwittingly presented her the hot
end of a potato dish, whirh she
promptly drapped and broke,

“Yes," he alded, resignedly, © that's
what the clerk told me when 1 went to
tuke out my marrlage lieense,"

{ spector, says that

pigs ean be fad at a profit in pon all
their lives, but we do not think there
For, if the best
freding will not pay for the fon:l given
pigs, then they must be considered un-
profitable animals—a podtion wholly
untenable, ns it has been abundantly
provad that the pig is the best utilizer
of food on the furm.  We fully Lelieve
in the uge of grass for pigs, and, if
obliged to keep pius constantly in pen,
would earry the grasa to them, purely
as n matter of health, but betler health
will tnake better thrift., We know
that p'gs will pay a profit when every
pound of food from the ficst to the last
day of therr lives Is churged at the
market price, But th's rejuires full
fecding, with due regard to every pre-
caution for health.—Na'lional Lio-
Stock Journal,

Tiow te Tell Gand Butter,

Mr. obert Hall, an Ohio butter in-
wlhere batter is
properly churned, both as to time and
to temperature, it becomes firm with
very little working, anil it is tenu-
cions; but fts most desirable state is
wiaxy., when it is casily moldel iato
any shape, and may be drawn out a
considerable length without breaking.
It is then styled gilt-cdge. It s only
in this state that butter possesses that
rich nutty flavor and smell, and shows
up a rich golden yellow eolor which

| imparts 50 high a degree of pleasure in

eating it, nnd which increasesits value

| many fold It is not aiways necessary,
| when it smells sweet, to taste butter

just arrive, and which, if you please, |

in judging it. The smonth unctuons
feelin rubliing a little between the
inger and thumb expresses at once its
rich quality; the nutty smell and rich
aromn indieate a similar taste; and the
bright golden glistening « ream-colored
surlace shows its height of cleanliness,
It may be necessary at times to use
thetrier, or even use it until you be-
come an. expert in testing by taste,
smell nod rabbing.

Hoot Crops ol the Farm,

All the root crops contain a lirge
amount both of nitrogen and ash con-

l the

| Or

|
| are raised with artificial manures only,
|
|
|

. =uving of Manwnre,

stituents; among the latter potash
greatly predominates.

Turnips contain more sulphur than
any other farm crop. The turnip and
mangel erop differ in several respects;
turnips and Swedes draw their food
chiefly from the surface soil; their
power of tuking up nitrogen from the
goil is distinctly greater than that of
| the cereal crops; turnips are also well
[ able to supply themselves with potash

the publie streets, Weeds from the
garden share the same destinatioft
The tops of early potatoes are left seat-
tered over the ground to the annny-
e of the future plowman, instead of
devollng them to the mannre heap,
To these might be wlded the sernpings
of gitters and dishes, dooryard leaves,
waste from the Kitehon, bones and tish,
the dally eleanings of the pig pen, pea
vines, vault eleanings which have
been nifxed by daily additions of coal
ashes or rowd dust, and droppings from
the hen-house;  and then throwing
ovir this compost mediey & sutticient
wmonnt of slops and other liquids to)
promote some fermentation; and in a
few months the heap may be worked
over after some decomposition has
taken place,

The farmer and gardener who takes
the paing to secure these fertilizing,
materinls accomplishes two ohjects in
one, e clears away offensive matter,
and he adds to his vearly supply of
manure. By earefully preventing any
witste at his barns, beside adding all
these resources, the amount of home-
made fertilizersmay be at least tripled,
a8 compared with the amount obtained
by the careless farmer.

Quite conrse amd appurently un-
promising materials may be converted
into finely pulverized fertilizers by
means of some fermentation, and
working over after rotting together
for some months, In this connection,
anid for illustration, the mode by which
fine manure is sometimes made for
the nicer gardening operations, may
be alluded to, The various coarse and
fibrous matters, or common manure, is
alternated in layers with road-dust,
turf, leaves, ete,, and made into a
square heap. A depression is made in
the top in the form of a shallow kettle,
to receive slops or liquid manure. The
heap should be kept moist by the sup-
ply in this reservoir, but not so wet
that the air cannot penetrate it to pro-
mote termentation. In the course of
i few months the heap will be ready
to work over. In large quantities
this manure will Lie & eapital thing for
topdressing the ground; on a small
seile and finely pulverized with a due
amount of sand, it will unswer well
for window-gardening,

Recipes.

Creay Toast.—-Cut stale bread ha!f
an inch thick and dip them in sweet
crenm.  Fry o delicate brown in bt-
ter. Serve pladn at breakfast or spread
with any kind of jam or jelly and use
for dessert,

BeEt SArAD.—~ Young beets hoiled
skinned and sliced muke a very pretty
galad if mixed in layers with hard-
boiled eggs. They should he seasonad
with pepper, salt and butter, and a
little yinegur or lemon juice.

HoMixy As A VEGETABLE,~Wash
it through two or three waters, pour
boiling water on it, and let it soak for
at least ten hours; then put it into a

when growing in a fertile soil, but | stewpan, allowing two quarts of water
they have very little power of appro- | to one quart of hominy, and boil it
priating the combine | phosphoric acid | slowly four or five hours, or until it is

| of the soil.
| phosphatic manures therefore prodice
marked effects on this erop.

Mangels have much deeper roots
than turnips, and also a longer period
| of growth; they have n great eapacity
for drawing food from the soil, inelud-
ing nitrogen, potash and phosphoric
| acld.  Mangels when harvested off the

land are one of the most, if not the
| most, exhanstive crop that is grown
{ upon the farm.
the same diiculty that tarnips have
of attacking the combined phosphorie
acid of the soil, phosphatic manures
are in their case of much less impor-
tance,  Fresh nitrogenous manures, as
nitrate of sodiun, when applied alone

effiet on the crop, which is not the
case with turnips, the latter requiring
phosphates as well a8 nitrogen in their
manure, '
While the speecial characteristics of
manure for tarnips should be
phosphatie, and that of mangels nitro-
| genvons, inasmuch as these both con-
sume large wnonnts of plant food, a
liberal and general manuring with
| furm-yard manure is in most cases
| essentinl for the production of a full
[ erop, .
[ Potatoes are surface feeders, and
require a lberal general muanuring to
| insure an abundant crop.

As both root erops und potatoes
require large quantities of  potash,
kainit will be found of service on land

| naturally poor in that ingredient. It
will be chiefly required when the crops

as farm-vard manure
considerahle

will alwayvs

supply pmount of

potast.

i

The Country Genfleman has an
article on saving manure in summer,
whieh suys the curelesss farmer throws
out the clenrings of his stables, and
allows his cattle to run in the yand,
their droppings and the stuble manure
being washed away by rains, and all
the liquid portions wasted except sueh
as may be accldentally ab-orbed by the
straw anid Hiter.  Others, more careful,
secure the liquid manure by means
of gutters in the stable Hoors,
by the wuse of enough lit-
ter and  absorbents  to prevent
its waste, 1 wmueh straw is emploved
the mianure heaps are left exposed to
rains; if there is but little litter, the
heaps are sheltered to prevent wash-
ing. These various modes of treat-
ment are wostly conlined to the ac-
cumulations during winter: but to ob.
tain the largest amount the required
care should be continued through the
whole year. Too often a waste of ma-
terials Is permitted in swmser,  The

{ amount of manure might be greatly

ineroased by saving all that may be
hadl the year round.  Compost heaps
maty be formed for securing liquid as
well as solid wmatters that are often
wrimitted to beacome lost.  House-
ceepers are sometimes puzzled Lo know

what to do with the various refuse
sulatances at house-cleaning, and straw
beds have been & toally emptisd into

As mangels have not | o,

|

to mangels, usually produce a good |

Fresh applications of | perfectly tender; then drain it, put it

into a deep dish, add salt and a bit of
butter, ana serve as a vegetable with
meat,

LEMoN PIcKLE—Put in i jar on®
teacup of common salt, pour over it
one pint of boiling water, and put the
lemuons into this ; cover it over with a
plate, and leave it for ive duys. Drain
oft the salt and water and add fresh,
and at the end of ten days let the
ns deain again,  Then pour over
them as much hot Vinegar as will
cover them, with plenty of cayenne
pepper and ginger, and a little shalot,
Tie down the pots, and look to them
occasionally as the vinegar wastes,
Banoxess Prppisc.—Ingredients
Three-fourth pound suet, three-
fourth pound raisins, we'ghed after
being stoned; three-fonrth pound flour,

| one-half pint milk and one-fourts sait-

spoonful salt.  AMode—Chop the suet
line, stone the raisins, cut them In
hudves, and mix these ingredients with
the salt and tlour; moisten w.th milk,

| stir the mixture well and tie the pud

ding in a tloured eloth, préviously
wrung out in boiling water. 1'ut the
pulding Into a saucepan of bolllng
witter and let it boil four and onc-half]
hours.  Serve with plain sifted sugar.

Sources of the “;ild Bee's Honey.

Nature has reatricted the honey-bee,
in her unreclaimed state, to the imme
diate vicinity of timber. In the de-
caved limbs and trunks of trees that
have become hollow with age, she pre-
pares  her habitation and stores her
toud, which is gathered from the sur-
rounding forest, and with a slight vu-
rintion, in the following order, from
the sources minod helow:

In Muareh, from the maple, the hizel
and the white willow.

ln April, from the gooseberry, the
red bud, the cottonwond, the red and
white elm, and the various kinds o
ouk, and the red willow, and wili
phim,

In Muy, from the wild cherry and
dogwood, and the hawthorn,

In June, from sumae, pollen and
honvy, and from basswood, an abuns
dan e of honey, generally.

InJuly the late kind of sumas fur-
ni-hes pollen and honey,

In September, from aster and gokden
red o neat sapply of pollen and honey
are guthered,

Not a Day's Work,

Macbean, one of thae officers,
found himself in the breach ut
Lucknow, almost alone and sur-
rounded by cnemies. He killal
eleven of them and came off un
sciathed, He recelved the Victoris
eross at a parade; and, as the generai
pinned the cross on his breast, he
wound up his brief address with: “And
a good day's work it was, sir”
«Tutts,” sald my gallant and simple
friend, quite forge!ting that he was
on parade, and perhaps a little pigues
at his performance being spoken of
u day's work, “Tualy, it dido’a tak

,me twenty minutes,”




